AFTERNOON

" This is Waterlow speaking, Mrs Radcliffe."
The charming voice at the other end seemed genuinely
glad to be answering him. Arthur would be away to-
night. He had gone to the Davenports. She was all
alone. And so dull! Wouldn't Commander Waterlow
come and cheer her up by dining with her ? Oh, yes,
she knew that he was always very busy, but surely he had
to eat somewhere ? So why not with her ? Yes, of
course, she remembered that he was dining with them
to-morrow to go on to the party at the Legation. But
was there any grave rule against dining two nights running
at the same table ?

" All right, I'll be round at half-past eight," he said,
ringing off.

" Can I go to my dinner, now ? " Crowder asked
wistfully.

" Yes, yes, cut along. If Keats turns up at Ninety-
eight to-night ring me up at the hotel and say that you're
waiting for me here. I shall know what you mean, and
I'll go round there at once. Tell them to keep him till
I come."

In a burst of what sounded like perfectly naive enthus-
iasm he caught hold of Crowder's arm and said, as a
schoolboy might confide a secret to his best friend, " Look
here, lad, I do believe there's just a chance we may have
some sport with this German officer."

" We'll wring the blighter's neck," the fat man vowed.

" I'll drive back to the house now and get a bath before
I go down to the hotel I'll be home early, mind, to go
through your stuff for the Bag. So don't slack about over
your dinner. Give me the cauldron."

Crowder put on the table a small coal-scuttle.   Water*
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